The ravenous earth, that now woos here to be
Earth too, will be a Lemnia; and the tree
That wraps that crystal in a wooden tomb,
Shall be took up spruce, fill'd with diamond;
And we her sad glad friends all bear a part
Of grief, for all would break a Stoic's heart.

HIS    PARTING    FROM    HER

Since she must go and I must mourn, come, Night!

Environ me with darkness whilst I write;

Shadow that hell unto me which alone

I am to suffer when my love is gone.

Alas ! the darkest magic cannot do it,

And that great hell to boot are shadows to it,

Should Cynthia quit thee, Venus! and each star,

It would not form one thought dark as mine are!

I could lend them obscureness now, and say

Out of myself: there should be no more day:

Such is already my self-want of sight,

Did not the fire within me force a light.

Oh, Love! that fire and darkness should be mixt,

Or to thy triumphs such strange torments fixt!

Is \ because thou thyself art blind, that we,
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